
ThcTivo Noble Widfwm. 

Arc. Good morrow noble kmefman, 
pal. I have put you 
To too much paines Sir. 

Arc. That too much faire Cofen, 

Is but a debt to honour, and my duty. 

Pal. Would you were To in all Sirjl could vvifh ye 
As kinde a kinfinan, as you force me finde 
A beneficiall foe.that my embraces 
Might thanke ye, not my blowes. 

Arc, I fhallthinke either 
Well done, a noble recompence. 

Pal. Then I fhall quit you. 

Arc, Defy mein thefe faire termes, and you (how 
More then a Miftri? to me, no more anger 
As you love any thing that’s honourable ; 

We were not bred to talks man, when we are arm’d 
And both upon our guards,then let our fury 
Like meeting oftvvo tides, fly ft rongly from us. 

And then to whom thebirthright of this Beauty 
Truelypercaines(with 0 utobbraidings,(corr.es, 
Dilpinngs of our perfons, and fuch poweings 
Fitter for Girles and Schooleboyes) will be feene 
And quickiy,yom s,or mineswilt pleafe you arme Sir, 
Or if you feele your felfe not fitting yet 
And fumiQid with your old ftrength, ile ftay Cofcn 
Andev’ry day difeourfeyou into health. 

As lam fpard,your peifon I am friends with. 

And 1 could wifh I had not faidel lov’d her 
Though I had dide ; But loving fuch a Lady 
And juftifying my LoveJ muft not fly from’c. 

Pal. Arate, thou art fb bra ve an enemy 
That no man but thy Cofen’s fit to kill thee, 

I am well,andlufly } choofeyour Armes. 

Arc. Choofe you Sir. 

Pal. Wile thou exceede in all, or do’ft thou doe it 
To make me ipare thee ? 

A rc, If you thinke fo Cofen, 

You are deceived,fpra^I am a Soldier. 
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1 will net fparc you. 

" Tal. That’s well faid. 
tArc. Yoa’1 finde it 

iW.Thcn as Urn an hotieft man and love, 

With all the juftice of affection 
lie pay thee foundiy •* This ile take* 
tArc. That’s mine then, 
lie arme you firft* 

Do : pray thee tell oae ^oiett. 

Where gotft thou this good Armour.' 

Ara Tis the Dukes, 

And to fay true, I ftole it;doe I pinch you ^ 

Tal. Noe. 

Arc. Is’cnottoo heayie ? 

Pal. I have wornea lighter. 

But I fhall make it ferve. 
tArc. lie buckl’t clofe. 

Tal . Byanyracanes. 

Arc. You care not for a Grand guard ? 
tal. No,no,wee’l ufe no borfcs,I pcrccave 
You would fa/tae be at that Fight. 

‘ Arc. I am indifferent. — 

Pal. Faith fo am I ; good Cofen, thruft the buckle 
Through far enough.' 

Arc. I warrant you. 

Pal. MyCaskenow. 

Arc. W ill you fight bare-armd ? 

Pal. We fhall be the nimbler^ 

Arc. But ufe your Gauntlets thoughjthofc arco’ch leaft, 
Prethee take mine good Cofeu. 

Pal, Thanke you Arcite. 

How doe 1 looke,am I falne much away ? 
tArc. Faith very little ; love has uld you kindly* 

Pal. He warrant thee, lie ftrike home. 
tArc. Doe, and fparc not ; 

Ile give you caufc fweet Gofen. 

Pal. Now to you Sir, 

Me thiakes this Armo’rs very like that, 4 

H ~ Jhea 

— ii — 


william Shakespeare 7 \vo Noble Kinsmen (stc 11075) London, 1634 the British library (0.34.9.23) Octavo 





